726                JUDITH PARIS

* Well, but you were only laughing at me,
Judith. You are not going away? '

Judith patted her shoulder.

' You will see in the morning it does not look
so terrible. After all it is only a few miles. I
shall be close at hand/

But when at last Jennifer had been laid down
and petted and quietened and she, Judith, stood
in the still hall with the clock ticking the only
sound:

'Phew!1 she said to herself. 'That was
something/ But she was resolute. Nothing
now could turn her. However, half an hour
later she had to suffer another attack. There
was a knock on the parlour door and John
appeared.

He looked at her shyly. Of late she had
noticed in herself a certain embarrassment which
she was for ever trying not to show him. "Was
she not going to desert him? A look that he
had of his father, although he was more firmly
built, a look of delicate sensitiveness and courtesy,
deeply touched her. Then there was his love
for Adam.

He had fair hair, blue eyes, a very white skin
and a proud mobile mouth. His worst fault was
his modesty and his lack of self-assurance.
Perhaps the unhappy history of his parents had
encouraged that. She knew that his sense
of honour was so scrupulous that decisions,
their rights and wrongs, were often an agony to
him.

* John,* she said*    * Come in/